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Fellow  Alumni  : — 


The  splendid  art  and  gorgeous  literature  of  the  heathen  world, 
seems  one  vast  and  august  Pantheon,  dedicated  to  the  classic 
and  solemn  worship  of  Gods  of  human  flesh  and  human  pas- 
sions. The  unanointed  spirit  of  rude  devotion  and  the  rich 
vein  of  poetic  tendencies  of  the  early  ages  of  genius  and  civil- 
ization, adorned  the  banks  of  the  Ilissus,  and  the  mai’gin  of 
the  Forum  wflth  the  polished  and  magnificent  creations  of  an 
art  and  imagination,  that  deified  in  graceful  forms  of  surpass- 
ing beauty  the  purest  emotions  of  the  heart  and  the  highest 
aspirations  of  the  mind.  Every  exalted  virtue,  every  intellec- 
tual endowment,  that  could  elevate  man  and  dignify  his  mis- 
sion, or  embellish  the  face  of  nature  and  perpetuate  her  bloom, 
and  every  ennobling  passion  that  could  stir  to  music  or  to 
poetry,  the  slumbering  energies  of  the  soul,  were  made  to  wear 
the  animated  lineaments  of  life,  and  the  mysterious  grandeur 
of  divinity.  The  living  spirit  of  a mythology,  beautiful  and 
gorgeous,  enshrined  the  proudest  recollections  of  their  past  his- 
tory, and  the  kindling  hopes  that  gilded  the  unclouded  promise 
of  their  days,  and  turned  into  lovely  and  breathing  shapes  of 
feeling  and  power,  the  wisdom  and  fortitude  that  founded 
states,  the  genius  and  inspiration  that  originated  letters,  and 
immortalized  the  lessons  of  science  and  the  bloom  of  literature; 
as  well  as  the  right  arm  that  clove  down  the  enemy  in  the  day 
of  battle,  and  the  loyal  patriotism  that  bowed  with  calm  sub- 
mission, to  die  alike  unmoved,  in  the  arms  of  victory,  or  in  the 
hour  of  disaster.  They  realized,  in  every  form  of  action,  in 
every  stretch  of  thought,  with  thrilling  and  intense  emotions 
of  a firm  and  pleasing  faith,  that  through  the  lapsing  years  of 
their  recorded  greatness  and  expanding  renown,  the  divine  hand 
of  Clio  would  still  guide  the  eloquent  pen  of  history,  and  the 
electric  fingers  of  Apollo,  wake  to  melody  the  slumbering  music 
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of  the  harp  ; that  the  jeweled  girdle  of  sea-born  Venus  would 
always  be  potent,  and  radiant  as  the  unchanging  colors  in  the 
bow  of  promise,  and  the  glittering  helmet  of  Mars  impenetra- 
ble to  the  red  storms  of  war.  The  brave  and  highly  gifted  chil- 
dren of  that  polished,  but  unbaptized  civilization,  realized  with 
intense  and  cheering  emotions,  that  in  all  the  trials  and  sor- 
rows of  life,  or  in  the  splendid  career  of  an  honored  ambition 
— in  the  swelling  aspirations  of  the  soul,  or  in  the  virtuous 
struggles  of  patriotism,  they  might  invoke  with  humble  and 
steadfast  reliance  the  compassion,  or  the  blessing,  the  glorious 
inspiration  or  the  powerful  arm,  of  some  national  and  benig- 
nant God,  whose  listening  ear  was  ever  unsealed  to  the  voice 
of  their  prayer,  and  whose  simple  throne  stood  in  simple  ma- 
jesty amid  the  sublime  scenery  of  their  native  mountains. 

Such  a pleasing  mythology  seems  even  the  human  heart, 
with  a ready  talisman  erecting,  in  its  vast  and  peopled  cham- 
bers, holy  and  beautiful  altars  and  temples,  to  the  gracious 
divinity  of  the  pure  and  tender  lessons,  that  have  stayed  it  in 
the  hour  of  travail,  and  the  virtuous  sentiments  that  have 
guarded  it  in  the  season  of  temptation — to  the  divinity  of  that 
healing  balm  which  has  soothed  in  the  frequent  visitations  of 
sorrow,  and  the  exalted  hopes  that  have  kindled  and  watched 
with  sleepless  vigilance  the  vestal  fires  of  its  perpetual  yearn- 
ing after  the  peaceful  rest  of  a happier  and  lovelier  home.  To 
the  green  and  cherished  memory  of  the  honored  and  illustrious 
names,  whose  warm  sympathies,  fraternizing  virtues,  and  charm- 
ing talents,  have  brightened  the  scenes  and  sweetened  the  joys 
of  boyhood,  and  opened  to  its  eager  gaze  visions  of  eternal 
beauty,  and  dreams  of  a glorious  heritage — roused  and  sancti- 
fied the  energy  and  enthusiasm  of  riper  and  more  ambitious 
vears, — crowned  the  pale  brow  of  patient  toil  with  a garland 
of  clustering  hopes,  and  bound  together  in  the  kindred  bonds 
of  equal  and  affectionate  brotherhood  the  whole  great  family 
of  Man,  the  heart  rears  a holy  altar,  at  whose  undying  flame, 
the  spirit  lights  its  torch  when  the  gloom  of  night  settles  on 
its  path ; and  seeks,  beneath  its  shrine,  shelter  and  safety, 
when  the  dark  storm  gathers  along  its  sky.  In  the  devoted 
ritual  of  this  simple,  but  deeply  significant  worship  of  tne 
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heart,  the  whispered  homage  and  fragrant  incense  ascend  not 
only  to  the  mailed  warrior,  who  comes  in  the  martial  pride  of 
victory,  with  nodding  plume  and  floating  banners,  or  to  the 
accomplished  statesman  whose  wisdom  and  eloquence  may 
thrill  crowded  senates,  and  build  up  the  solid  grandeur  of  na- 
tions ; not  only  to  the  mighty  wand  of  grave  philosophy 
pointing  to  distant  and  undiscovored  realms  of  boundless  and 
unrecorded  thought,  or  to  the  mighty  alchemy  of  the  crucible 
revealing  the  marvellous  truth  and  hidden  wonders  of  an  un- 
travelled world  of  surpassing  splendor.  These  are  not  the 
only  benefactors  of  the  earth,  nor  the  only  glories  of  the  hu- 
man race  ; not  the  sole  lamps  that  cheer  and  illuminate  the 
path  of  our  brief  pilgrimage,  or  invite  our  weary  steps  to  the 
repose  of  some  tranquil  rest.  But  the  man,  whose  ennobling 
genius  or  hearty  sympathy,  pours  the  oil  of  comfort  upon  the 
unhappy  lot  of  affliction  ; sweetens  and  multiplies  the  charms 
of  home — softens  to  his  weary  limbs  the  poor  man’s  rude 
couch — plants  a hope  in  the  bosom,  and  puts  a song  upon  the 
lips  of  labor — fills  the  widow’s  lonely  chamber  with  an  undi- 
minishing barrel  of  meal  and  cruse  of  oil — yea,  spreads  a 
marriage  feast  where  the  rich  and  the  gifted,  the  halt  and  the 
lame,  may  banquet,  with  equal  relish  and  delight,  and  leaves 
to  the  wide  world  of  suffering  and  sorrowing  humanity,  an 
abiding  heritage  of  peace,  joy,  truth  and  beauty,  exhaustless 
and  perennial,  is  indeed  a glory  and  a blessing.  Who  has 
ever  stood  impassive  beside  the  murmuring  waters  of  Saint 
Fillan’s  spring,  and  listened  to  the  far  sweeter  murmuring  of 
the  wizard  Harp  of  the  north?  Who  shall  ever  lose  fond  re- 
membrance of  the  touching  pathos  and  wild  enchantment,  that 
fired  again  the  aged  breast  of  Harold,  and  broke  from  his 
quivering  lips  in  his  last  Lay  of  chivalry  and  love  ? What 
bosom  has  not  swelled  into  heroism,  or  melted  into  sorrow  over 
the  last  words  of  Marmion  ? Is  there  a single  hearth  that 
never  has  been  kindled  through  the  watches  of  the  wintry  night 
to  warm  and  reanimate  the  cold  and  freezing  limbs  of  the 
friendless  outcast  ? — a single  roof  that  never  has  offered  the 
ready  protection  of  its  shelter  to  the  poor  and  homeless  wan- 
derer; at  the  recollection  of  the  sore  trials  and  womanly  forti- 
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tude  of  Jeanie  Deans  ? The  palest  cheek  mantles  with  manly 
indignation  at  the  unholy  purpose  and  brutal  passion  of  Bois 
Guilbert ; and  the  feeblest  and  the  strongest  arms  are  alike 
uplifted  to  vindicate  the  righteous  cause  of  innocence  and 
beauty,  at  the  fascinating  story  of  the  heroism  and  resignation 
of  Rebecca,  the  Jewess.  Walter  Scott, — what  an  uncounted 
multitude  of  pleasant  reminiscences  and  delightful  associations, 
that  have  twined  themselves  in  tender  and  clinging  embraces 
around  every  fibre  of  our  nature,  start  into  new  being  of  vigor 
and  freshness,  at  the  familiar  sound  of  that  household  name — 
W alter  Scott  was  born  in  the  city  of  Edinburg  towards  the 
close  of  the  eighteenth  century.  Born  to  the  honorable  and 
moderate  condition  of  the  middling  class  of  life,  he  was  bred 
in  easy  circumstances,  alike  untrammelled  by  the  pinching 
wants  of  poverty,  and  unintoxicated  by  the  pomp  of  princely 
affiuence.  The  fair  haired  boy  passed  along  the  bustling 
streets  of  the  metropolis,  with  tardy  step  to  school,  undistin- 
guished from  his  more  robust  and  joyous  companions,  except 
by  the  small  staff  which  shared  the  slight  burthen  of  his  feeble 
frame.  Compelled  in  consequence  of  an  early  and  unfortunate 
lameness,  to  forego,  with  reluctant  will,  the  genial  pleasure  and 
excitement  of  the  tennis  ball  and  trundling  hoop,  he  anxiously 
sought  for  more  gentle  amusement  and  exercise,  and  found 
with  Alladeen’s  lamp,  a sparkling  treasure  of  priceless  wealth, 
in  the  ancient  ballads  and  romantic  tales  of  the  nursery.  In 
the  long  and  luxurious  intervals  between  the  Odes  of  Horace 
and  the  Lyrics  of  Pindar,  we  find  him  in  a small  house  upon 
the  banks  of  the  noble  Tweed,  the  glad  voice  of  whose  mur- 
muring waves  he  loved  through  life  wisely  and  not  too  well, 
stealing  long  hours  from  the  rosy  dreams  of  sleep,  to  dream 
with  waking  eyes  and  throbbing  heart  over  the  stirring  narra- 
tive of  .historic  lore,  or  the  wild  enchantment  of  poetry,  le- 
gend and  romance.  Then  the  kindred  and  mightier  spirit  of 
Shakspeare  opened  to  his  young  hopes  and  fast  coming  aspira- 
tions a new  and  magnificent  world  of  thought,  passion  and 
feeling— a new  earth,  instinct  with  breathing  loveliness  and 
unfading  verdure,  and  a new  heaven  of  tranquil  beauty  and 
unclouded  splendor.  At  Kelso,  one  of  the  most  beautiful  and 


romantic  spots  of  his  beautiful  and  romantic  country,  the 
gospel  of  nature  breathed  around  him  the  calm  and  eleva- 
ting influence  and  inspiration  of  her  living  grandeur  and  tran- 
scendant  loveliness,  and  filled  his  youthful  breast  with  the 
august  presence  of  her  divine  glory,  and  the  captivating 
music  of  her  sublime  minstrelsy.  His  eye  kindled  at  the 
fair  scene;  his  ear  was  ravished  with  the  rapture  of  the  strains, 
and  his  whole  finely  fashioned  being  was  intensely  imbued  with 
the  passionate  love  of  nature  and  the  august  spirit  of  her  ra- 
diant charms  and  eternal  truth.  From  the  genial  companion- 
ship of  this  bright  and  beautiful  scenery  he  returned  to  the 
confinement  of  school,  and  passed  through  the  classes  without 
the  reputation  of  a close  student,  or  the  evidences  of  profound 
scholarship.  Admitted  to  the  fellowship  of  the  bar,  he  seemed 
disinclined  to  struggle  for  the  first  honors  of  his  profession,  or 
the  highest  distinctions  of  Parliament.  During  the  few  years 
of  his  practice,  the  slight  and  insipid  labors  of  his  office,  were 
alternated  by  the  more  pleasant  recreations  of  literature  and 
invigorating  excursions  among  the  untrodden  wilds  and  gor- 
geous scenery  of  the  purple  hetlier  and  mountain  loch.  In 
the  occasional  hours  of  professional  study  and  legal  employ- 
ment, he  may  have  sighed  for  the  power  of  forgetfulness;  but 
not  all  the  oblivious  waters  of  that  fabled  stream,  could  wash 
from  the  vivid  records  of  his  mind,  the  haunting  recollections 
of  Sandy  Knowe,  the  Tiviot  and  the  Tweed,  renowned  in  story 
and  in  song,  and  the  mouldering  ruins  of  Melrose.  The  pal- 
pable influence  of  lovely  Kelso  was  around  him  still.  There 
was  no  escape  from  the  spell  of  the  charmer.  The  shadowy 
legend  of  almost  forgotten  story,  he  had  wept  over  in  boyhood: 
the  rude  and  exquisite  ballads  of  early  poetry,  he  had  hung  so 
fondly  over  in  youth,  were  still  ringing  in  his  imagination,  and 
floating  unbidden  through  the  reveries  of  his  luxuriant  fancy. 

And  it  seems  somewhat  strange  that  Scott  should  turn  away 
from  the  stirring  themes  of  his  native  heath,  to  try  his  wing 
upon  a foreign  shore.  With  impatient  hand  he  snatched  a live 
coal  from  the  proud  altar  of  Germany’s  immortal  genius,  and 
the  first  notes  of  his  bashful  muse  but  echoed  the  rich  music  of 
her  inspired  bards.  And  “ Leonore,”  and  “ Goetz  Burlicken 
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of  the  Iron  Hand,”  were  not  more  distinguished  for  their  vast 
influence  and  popularity  on  the  glorious  banks  of  the  Rhine, 
than  for  waking  into  song  the  melodies  of  a new  shell  on  the 
classic  shores  of  the  Tweed.  The  promise  and  prophecy  of 
these  spirited  and  elegant  translations  were  soon  immeasura- 
bly more  than  fulfilled  in  the  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel — a 
poem  of  great  power,  sweetness  and  beauty — somewhat  care- 
less in  the  flowing  cadence  of  its  versification,  but  bold  and 
original  in  its  conception  and  highly  poetical  and  masterly  in 
its  execution.  The  lofty  dreams  and  splendid  visions  that 
had  peopled  the  world  of  his  solitude  with  bright  intelligences 
of  antique  life,  manners  and  magnificence,  and  won  the  earnest 
devotion  of  his  spirit  to  the  all  absorbing  worship  of  the  im- 
perishable thoughts  and  venerable  institutions  of  the  great 
past,  were  embodied  in  strains  of  impassioned  rapture,  and  in- 
vested with  the  royal  livery  of  romance  and  chivalry.  The 
author’s  varied  and  unparalelled  powers  of  vivid  and  animated 
description,  made  the  towering  mountain  and  the  quiet  lake, 
the  picturesque  moor  and  the  crumbling  ruin,  the  cherished 
objects  of  fresh  admiration,  and  the  frequented  shrines  of  new 
devotion.  The  mourning  nation  that  had  stood  with  weeping 
eyes  till  now  beside  the  untimely  and  melancholy  grave  of  im- 
mortal Burns,  overwhelmed  with  the  mingling  emotions  of  re- 
morse and  sorrow  ; with  all  the  startling  recollections  of  his 
sweet  warblings  and  bitter  wrongs — his  melting  pathos  and 
miserable  end,  crowding  in  multitudes  fast  upon  the  stricken 
heart,  were  suddenly  summoned  with  the  voice  of  trumpet 
tongue  from  the  consecrated  ashes  of  the  dead,  to  the  house  of 
the  living — from  the  cypress  shade  of  Grey-Friars  church  yard, 
to  the  myrtle  groves  of  the  unknown  cottage  of  Ashestiel,  to 
hear  the  deathless  song  of  Harold’s  Last  Lay,  or  to  gaze  on 
the  marvellous  light  that  “ streamed  upward  to  the  chancel 
roof”  from  the  enchanted  tomb  of  storied  and  desolated  Mel- 
rose. And  before  the  startled  and  tumultuous  feelings  of  won- 
der and  astonishment  had  subsided  into  more  steady  admira- 
tion, or  calmer  enjoyment,  the  dazzling  light  of  Marmion  rose 
with  spreading  radiance  upon  the  brightening  sky.  Another 
star,  of  uncommon  magnitude,  had  gathered  itself  to  the 
high  and  luminous  constellation  of  the  tuneful  lyre.  With  more 
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incident  and  action  than  anything  which  had  gone  before,  it 
had  frequent  passages  of  transcendant  beauty  and  power,  equal 
to  anything  that  followed.  The  gory  field  of  Elodden  was 
thronged  again  with  stern  warriors  and  rang  beneath  the 
trampling  hoofs  of  unrolling  columns  and  charging  squadrons. 
And  so  vivid  and  truthful  was  the  masterly  coloring  of  the 
battle  and  the  carnage,  that  you  could  almost  hear  the  strug- 
gling breath  of  its  dying  hero,  cheering  on  to  glory  or  to 
death  his  weary  troops.  You  could  almost  see  the  fair  Clara, 
like  an  angel  of  light,  with  woman’s  tenderness,  and  woman’s 
fortitude,  binding  up  the  bleeding  veins  of  the  fatal  wound,  or 
with  quickened  energy  and  unfainting  step,  speeding  like  the 
wind,  with  the  warrior’s  helmet,  to  bring  the  sparkling  element 
from  the  distant  fountain,  to  cool  his  aching  brain,  and  to 
moisten  his  burning  lips.  The  glad  and  beauteous  waters  of 
Saint  Mary’s  lake  were  margined  with  the  bloom  and  fragrance 
of  undecaying  flowers.  And  the  broken  columns  and  ivied 
ruins  of  Norham  Castle,  where  the  hostile  banners  of  St. 
George  and  of  Bruce,  had  so  often  mingled  in  war’s  bloody 
strife,  carrying  in  their  fluttering  folds  the  safety  of  a crown, 
or  the  destinies  of  a nation,  were  made  far  lovelier  to  the  eye 
and  dearer  to  the  heart,  than  all  the  pride  and  pomp  of  its 
pristine  splendor.  Does  the  late  admiring  and  enthusiastic 
crowd  turn  away  from  the  charming  images  and  grand  descrip- 
tions of  Marmion  ? Yes,  but  it  is  only  to  watch  the  breaking 
gleam  of  softer  tints,  stealing  like  the  shadow  of  an  angel’s 
wing,  over  the  quiet  breast  of  Loch  Katrine  ; or  to  commune 
with  the  lofty  crags,  and  deep  solitudes,  the  frowning  hills, 
and  shaggy  woods,  which  were  alike  the  glory  and  the  home 
of  all  Clan  Alpin’s  pride,  and  all  his  hopes.  The  highland 
poem  of  the  Lady  of  the  Lake,  is,  perhaps,  the  most  elegant, 
polished  and  fascinating  poetical  production  of  the  author.  Its 
grand  conception  bears  the  marks  of  consummate  artistic 
skill.  At  every  step  the  plot  thickens  with  highly  wrought  in- 
terest and  incident,  and  the  bold  development  is  guided  with 
the  energy  of  a skillful  hand,  and  hurried  along  with  the  ardor 
of  a glowing  genius.  The  cadence  of  its  liquid  numbers  is 
musical  and  exquisite,  and  its  descriptions  of  the  world  of  na- 
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ture  and  the  world  of  passion,  touching  and  graphic.  A ro- 
mantic chapter  from  the  checkered  book  of  life,  a gorgeous 
episode  from  the  great  book  of  nature  ; it  addresses  itself 
with  twofold  beauty  and  interest  to  the  most  elevated  taste  and 
most  exalted  feelings  of  our  being.  Hallowed  by  the  purest 
love  of  the  human  heart,  and  the  proudest  heroism  of  the  hu- 
man arm,  we  are  hurried  along  the  unfolding  story,  with 
varied  emotions  of  intense  feeling,  from  the  wild  excitement 
of  the  Chase,  to  the  wilder  enthusiam  of  the  Gathering,  from 
the  stirring  and  stormy  scene  of  the  Combat,  to  the  calmer  and 
lovelier  scene  of  the  Guard  room.  The  impetuous  monarch  of 
the  ancient  and  renowned  House  of  Stuart  lays  aside  the  im- 
perious dignity  of  his  rank,  and  the  princely  trappings  of  his 
brilliant  court,  to  pass  unknown  into  the  wild  and  rocky  glens, 
the  dark  and  unchanging  forests  of  the  uncultured  and  unciv- 
ilized highlands,  and  mingle  in  the  rough  sports  and  stormy 
tumults  of  that  romantic  and  mysterious  race  of  men,  whose 
shadowy  traditions,  and  unsubdued  enthusiasm,  poetical  im- 
aginations, and  awful  superstitions,  loyal  devotion  and  gener- 
ous friendships  and  hospitalities,  invested  the  mighty  scenes  of 
their  humble  loves  and  simple  habitations,  with  the  peculiar 
interest  and  fascinations  of  some  oriental  legend  or  powerful 
enchantment.  The  silver  voice  of  Ellen  Douglas  woo3,  with 
the  persuasive  eloquence  of  its  vesper  music,  the  stranger’s 
wandering  steps  to  the  green  and  sunny  islands  of  her  own 
glassy  lake  ; and  her  little  shallop,  like  a thing  of  life,  bears 
him  over  the  rippling  waves  of  Loch  Katrine  to  the  peaceful 
shelter  and  calm  repose  of  her  own  rude  and  mossy  home. 
And  when  the  storm  sweeps  along  his  unfrequented  way,  and 
darkness  closes  round  his  rugged  path,  among  the  drear  and 
sullen  wilds  of  Benvenue,  a welcome,  though  a hostile  guest,  he 
shares  a soldier’s  cheer  and  tartan  plaid,  at  the  watch  fire  of 
Hhoderick  Dhu ; and  finds,  in  the  vigor  of  his  muscle  and  the 
generosity  of  his  heart,  a “ foeman  worthy  of  his  steel.” 

One  of  the  most  beautiful  and  spirited  passages,  in  this  delight- 
ful poem,  is  the  powerful  description  of  the  talismanic  cross  of 
fire  and  blood,  passing  with  superstitious  solemnities,  from 
hand  to  hand,  and  summoning  the  distant  and  devoted  clans 
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from  tlie  valley  and  the  glen,  to  the  sudden  and  martial  gath- 
ering at  Lanric  Mead.  Clan-Alpine,  the  lordly  chieftan  of  a 
hundred  clans,  gives  the  fatal  symbol  of  fealty  and  war,  to  his 
brave  and  loyal  henchman  with  the  few  and  portentous  words, 
“ Speed,  Malise,  speed.”  And  like  the  arrowy  rush  of  some 
headlong  torrent,  the  winged  herald  of  battle  goes  ; fleet  and 
strong  as  the  Eagle’s  pinion,  he  mounts  the  all-forbidding 
rock,  and  labors  through  the  tangled  brake,  bends  with  strung 
muscle  to  the  steep  hill,  and  dashes  through  the  high  and  an- 
gry waves,  till  Duncraggan’s  baronial  hall  rises  upon  his  wea- 
rv  sight.  Here  all  is  still  and  drear,  with  the  shrouded  gloom 
of  silent  death.  The  stripling  son  of  Duncan  hangs  with  bro- 
ken and  bleeding  heart,  over  the  dark  bier  of  his  father,  sleeping 
the  dreamless  sleep  of  the  cold  and  quiet  grave.  Young 
Angus  beholds  and  grasps  the  bloody  sign  of  instant  speed, 
one  heavy  sob,  one  glistening  tear,  and  away  from  the  house 
of  a cherished  sorrow,  he  bears  with  iron  will  the  dread  talis- 
man. With  the  red  deer’s  unwearied  foot,  measures  the  rough 
plain,  or  SAveeps,  like  the  tireless  wind,  the  untrodden  morass 
and  perilous  Avay.  His  heart  is  heavy,  but  his  foot  is  light— 
his  eye  is  moist,  but  his  lips  are  dry, — yet  he  stays  not  to 
Aveep,  he  tarries  not  to  drink,  but  omvard,  still  omvard.  His 
eourse  of  toil  and  sorrow  now  is  run  and  the  brave  youth  sinks 
down  exhausted,  at  the  chapel  of  Saint  Bride,  the  joyous  scene 
of  marriage  ceremonials.  Norman  stands  at  the  nuptial  altar, 
with  his  blushing  young  bride  ; rich  and  happy,  in  the  untold 
treasure  of  her  priceless  aud  abiding  love.  She  is  beautiful: 
the  sky  is  bright ; Avherefore,  then,  that  shudder  ? Why  that 
cloud  upon  his  brow  ? Norman  suav  the  hateful  signal  of  sud- 
den parting.  Instant  he  girds  his  loins,  short  the  fond  em- 
brace, brief  the  whispered  sigh  of  farewell,  the  dreaded  cross 
is  in  his  trembling  hand,  and  fast  and  far,  bride,  altar,  priest, 
fade  away  upon  his  straining  vision.  He  pauses  not  to  indulge 
in  the  pleasing  hope  of  a speedy  return,  or  to  dream  of  glory 
in  a warrior’s  grave.  On,  still  on,  like  the  hurrican’s  path, 
speeds,  through  echoing  glen  and  deep  ravine,  over  lofty 
crag  and  stony  pass,  and  stretches  strong  and  sinewy  limbs  to 
the  dangerous  way  and  distant  goal.  And  morning  came,  and 


saw  Lanric  Mead  peopled  with  a thousand  stout  hearts,  beat- 
ing in  glad  unison  with  the  pibroch’s  martial  strains,  whose  only 
law  was  Alpine’s  will,  whose  daily  prayer  was  Rhoderick’s 
cause.  The  popularity  of  Scott’s  poetry  was  now  unexampled 
and  unbounded.  His  poetry  was  alike  murmuring  on  the  lips 
of  the  scholar  and  the  prince,  and  ringing  in  tranquil  melody 
through  the  tv  arm  bosoms  of  the  humbler  masses.  It  was  in- 
deed like  the  wonderful  talisman  of  Gaelic  superstition,  with 
power,  not  only  to  summon  the  nation  to  his  mighty  shrine, 
but  with  balm  to  assuage  the  sorrows  of  Angus  at  the  fresh 
grave  of  buried  affection,  and  with  charms  to  enhance  the  love- 
liness of  Norman’s  wedded  wife,  at  the  altar  of  Saint  Bride. 
His  course  was  now  an  upward  career  of  dazzling  brightness  ; 
his  life  an  onward  march  of  glorious  triumph.  He  had  more 
than  the  fame  of  his  great  countryman,  Burns,  without  the 
dark  shadow  that  followed  his  sun  down  to  its  melancholy  set. 
And  as  if  in  atonement,  for  the  wrongs  and  neglect  of  him  of 
Mossgiel,  the  whole  nation,  made  not  only  their  lives  the  gen- 
erous worship  of  his  genius,  but  their  fortunes  the  measureless 
guerdon  of  bis  songs.  And  now  the  fair  and  widening  pros- 
pect of  his  fame  and  prosperity,  was  more  splendid  than  the 
wildest  dream  of  his  early  hope,  more  gorgeous  than  the  proud- 
est prayer  of  his  young  heart.  Ilis  sunny  home,  was  the  smiling 
home  of  happy  contentment  and  joyous  love.  The  gladsome 
bosom  of  the  rejoicing  earth,  was  blushing  and  laughing,  in 
the  bloom  of  the  laurel  and  the  greenness  of  the  myrtle.  The 
low  winds  that  breathed  like  the  sweet  South,  upon  the  glowing 
scene,  giving  and  stealing  odor,  brought  upon  their  delicate 
wings,  in  perpetual  music,  the  soft  murmurs  of  the  whispering 
waves  of  Tiviot  and  Tweed,  gliding  on  to  the  quiet  rest  of  some 
distant  haven.  The  tenderness  and  affection,  the  voice,  and 
smile,  and  holy  sympathy  of  woman,  were  there,  in  the  rich- 
ness and  beauty  of  their  nature,  to  cheer  and  bless,  and  from 
the  goodly  promise  of  the  serene  heavens,  the  broad,  unclouded 
sun  of  fame  and  fortune,  was  shining  calmly  down,  warming 
into  fresher  life,  and  gilding  into  wider  loveliness,  the  vast 
sphere  of  this  enchantment ! But  a change  came  over  the 
spirit  of  this  dream. 
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A mighty  luminary  rose  upon  the  morning  sky,  illumin- 
ing the  distant  horizon,  with  the  marvellous  effulgence  of  trans- 
cendant  light.  Childe  Harold,  laden  with  the  spoils  of  many 
a land  of  battle,  and  the  trophies  of  many  a clime  of  song, 
had  returned  from  his  far  and  adventurous  wandering,  amid 
the  voiceless  ruins  of  buried  grandeur,  the  lingering  inspira- 
tion of  genius  renowned  in  the  fierce  arts  of  war  and  the  milder 
arts  of  peace,  and  the  lowliest  or  the  sublimest  haunts  of  na- 
ture ; and  now  with  eager  will,  entered  the  crowded  lists  of  an 
intellectual  chivalry.  As  the  disinherited  knight  of  Ivanhoe, 
in  the  grand  tournament  of  Ashby,  struck  with  sharp  spear, 
the  defiant  shield,  proudly  suspended  in  front  of  the  gay  pavil- 
lion  of  the  victorious  Templar  till  the  burnished  metal  rang, 
Childe  Harold,  with  the  conquering  energy  of  youthful  ardor 
and  herculean  arm,  hurled  his  glittering  lance  upon  the  broad 
and  honored  shield  of  Marmion,  in  challenge  of  an  equal  and 
giant  combat  of  life  or  death  ! There  was  an  intensity  and 
sublimity  of  passion  ; a glow  and  energy  of  pathos  ; and  mag- 
nificence of  delineation,  in  the  deeply  and  darkly  beautiful 
Pilgrimage  of  Byron,  that  moved  the  soul  to  its  highest  rap- 
ture, and  fired  the  senses  to  their  wildest  madness.  It  was 
like  the  “ sun’s  gorgeous  coming;,  and  his  setting  indescrib- 
able.” 

Scott’s  poetry  elevated  and  delighted  the  impulses  of  virtue 
and  the  sentiments  of  friendship.  Byron’s  immortal  song,  fos- 
tered and  fascinated  the  emotions  of  love  and  the  passions  of 
hate.  Scott  was  a shady  grove,  dispensing  the  genial  fra- 
grance of  vernal  blossom,  and  vocal  with  the  mellow  voice  of 
summer  bird.  Byron  a storm  cloud,  dark,  gloomy  and  grand, 
floating  like  a kindred  and  familiar  spirit,  among  the  wintry 
glaciers  of  the  everlasting  Alps.  Scott  was  the  calm,  deep 
stream,  winding  like  a beam  of  sunshine,  through  the  variega- 
ted landscape,  beautifying  the  busy  field  of  toil  and  making 
glad  the  reaper’s  heart.  Byron,  the  mountain  torrent,  madly 
foaming  and  dashing  over  the  barriers  of  its  rocky  bed,  and 
sending  up  its  dancing  spray,  in  the  gaudy  colors  of  the  rain- 
bow, over  the  terror  and  wildness  of  its  path.  The  one  was 
the  living  gospel  of  humanity,  its  mission,  destiny  and  hope. 
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The  other  the  eloquent  inspiration  of  the  melancholy  darkness 
of  misanthrophy  and  despair.  The  one  woke  into  joyous  life 
and  sleepless  activity,  the  purest  sentiments  and  warmest 
sympathies  of  the  human  breast.  The  other  marshalled  into 
battle,  the  stormiest  emotions  and  darkest  passions  of  the  hu- 
main  heart,  animated  them  with  the  ardor  and  energy  of  un- 
earthly power,  and  lighted  their  desolating  pathway,  with  a 
volcanoe’s  blasting  fires  ! Scott  tried  the  vigor  and  fleetness 
of  his  soaring  wing  again,  but  llokeby  and  the  Bridal  of  Trier- 
main  failed  to  win  back  the  alienated  affections  of  the  incon- 
stant multitude,  from  the  rich  and  splendid  colorings  of  Byron’s 
glowing  pencil,  or  the  loud  and  melodious  diapason  of  his  live 
thunder  ! And  was  there  now  nothing  left  for  Scott,  still  in 
the  freshness  of  his  youth,  to  do  ? Were  the  green  bays 
upon  his  un wrinkled  brow,  and  the  jewelled  garland,  he  had 
placed  with  filial  hand,  upon  his  country’s  honored  forehead, 
to  fade  and  wither  before  the  meteor  radiance  of  this  new  star  ? 
His  anxious  bosom  echoed,  it  may  indeed  be,  with  a feeling  of 
mournful  sadness,  his  own  touching  and  beautiful  farewell  to 
the  harp  of  the  North.  But  was  that  bitter  farewell  to  his 
silent  and  neglected  lyre,  to  be  also  a last  adieu  to  the  accus- 
tomed applause  of  fame, — and  to  all  the  aspirations  of  a soul 
ambitious  to  adorn  and  enrich  the  annals  of  his  native  land, 
and  make  his  name  a household  word  among  all  the  nations  of 
the  earth  ? No,  his  distinguished  poetical  reputation  was  or- 
dained to  become  almost  extinct,  in  the  birth  of  a glory,  des- 
tined to  radiate  the  firmament  of  every  clime,  and  to  bless  the 
wandering  tribes,  of  every  land,  kindred  and  tongue.  Fortu- 
nate were  the  circumstances  of  inclination,  or  the  sterner  com- 
mands of  fate,  that  invited  or  forced  his  steps  into  the  arbor- 
ed  and  redolent  walks  of  Romance.  In  these  genial  walks  he 
was  yet  to  win  his  highest  honors,  and  to  achieve  for  mankind 
the  most  lasting  blessings.  Fortune,  whose  child  he  seemed 
to  be,  placed  his  hand  upon  a prose  manuscript,  wdiich  had 
been  composed  in  the  biief  intervals  of  other  studies  and  pur- 
suits, nine  years  before,  but  which  had  been  thrown  aside  and 
forgotten  in  the  heated  excitement  and  amazing  popularity  of 
his  early  poetry.  But  now  its  great  idea  once  revived,  like 
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the  pale  ghost  of  Banquo,  it  would  not  down,  at  even  the  bid- 
ding of  its  master— it  followed  him  through  the  sports  of  the 
chase,  and  haunted  the  retirement  of  study.  With  trembling 
and  hurried  solicitude,  he  retouched  the  careless  lines  of  that 
rough  sketch,  and  beneath  the  vivifying  beams  of  his  reani- 
mated spirit  and  rekindled  genius,  its  glowing  pages  expanded 
into  a romance  of  passing  beauty  and  power, — and  in  eighteen 
hundred  and  fourteen,  with  the  returning  leaves  and  fruits  of 
summer,  Waverley,  made  its  modest  appearance,  more  fresh 
than  the  leaves  of  the  season,  more  rich  than  the  fruits  of  the 

vear. 

«/ 

It  was  the  first  of  a long  and  fast  succeeding  series  of 
romances,  whose  name  is  legion,  and  whose  travels  are  co- 
extensive with  the  journey  of  the  sun.  These  great  books, 
replete  with  entertainment  and  profit,  have  opened  up  to  the 
world,  a well  of  limpid  and  living  water,  whose  refreshing 
shade  and  sparkling  element,  not  only  cheers  the  faint,  and 
invigorates  the  weary,  but  with  gentle  and  mysterious  power, 
gathers  round  its  bubbling  fountain,  in  the  glad  union  of  pleas- 
ing and  kindred  companship,  from  the  paths  of  toil,  and  the 
scenes  of  pleasure,  the  scholar  and  the  peasant,  the  gifted  and 
the  humble,  and  they  are  alike  made  happy  and  better  in  the 
conscious  brotherhood  of  one  great  and  scattered  family.  And 
the  grateful  cup  of  this  calm  and  nectared  water,  passes  round 
the  vast  circle  of  allianced  fellowship,  from  rough  and  sun 
burnt  hands,  to  fair  and  jewelled  fingers,  till  a common  tear- 
springs  to  every  eye,  at  the  pathetic  story  of  St.  Leonard’s 
Crags,  and  a common  smile  illumines  every  cheek  at  the  tri- 
umphant virtue  of  Flora  Mac  Ivor. 

Scott  now  must  have  realized  the  full  promise  of  the  future, 
as  well  in  the  broad  field  that  excited  the  energy  of  his  facul- 
ties, as  in  the  fertile  glebe  that  rewarded  the  labor  of  his  sickle. 
His  cultured  and  exuberant  imagination,  warmed  with  yearn- 
ings of  humanity,  and  kindled  with  a spark  of  Promethean  fire, 
sketched  with  indelible  colors,  upon  the  wide  canvass  of  life, 
the  holiest  feelings  and  highest  aspirations  of  mortal  man,  and 
some  of  the  sweetest  hopes  and  fondest  joys  that  ever  visit  the 
frail  tenements  of  clay,  to  cheer  their  solitude,  or  point  to  a 
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house  not  made  with  hands  ! With  the  bold  hand  of  a master, 
he  delineated  the  meek  or  majestic  features  of  all  nature,  and 
touched  every  string  of  music  in  the  human  breast,  from  its 
deepest  sorrow,  to  its  wildest  transport.  He  spoke,  and  the 
buried  past  lived  again — obedient  centuries  started  from  their 
mouldering  rest,  blazing  with  the  kings  and  warriors,  the  lov- 
ers and  peasants,  whose  tender  devotion  had  adorned,  and 
whose  glorious  deeds  had  illustrated  the  historic  records  of 
their  hoary  years.  He  stood,  and  made  the  earth  one  splendid 
tournament  of  beauty  and  chivalry,  or  turned  it  into  the  quiet 
witchery  of  peace  and  loveliness  ! 

And  although  the  genius  of  Scott  was  volatile  and  univer- 
sal, and  his  sympathy  wide  as  the  sphere  of  earthly  suffering, 
sildino1  the  recorded  recollections  of  other  lands,  and  embel- 
lishing  the  noble  struggles  of  other  peoples,  they  wTere  still 
strongly  colored  with  the  sober  hues  of  his  native  sky  and 
brown  heath.  In  any  combat  his  arm  was  powerful,  upon  any 
soil  his  step  was  lordly.  His  beautifying  talents  and  beaming 
genialty,  imparted  the  interest  and  animation,  of  soft  and  sub- 
duing charms,  to  the  peculiar  life  and  striking  incident  of  every 
race  they  touched.  The  generous  impulses  of  his  expanding 
soul,  threw  the  rich  and  gorgeous  drapery  of  pathos  and  inspi- 
ration, around  the  proudest  dynasties,  and  the  most  eherished 
associations  of  every  age  they  breathed  upon.  But  his  pulse 
beat  with  the  energetic  glow  of  intenser  enjoyment — his  bosom 
throbbed  to  the  kindred  melody  of  a loftier  strain, — and  his 
whole  and  finely  fashioned  being  swelled  to  the  full  measure 
of  his  highest  powers  and  truest  greatness,  when  he  realized 
the  proud  exclamation  of  his  own  immortal  hero — 

“ My  foot  is  on  my  native  lieatli, 

And  my  name  is  Mac  Gregor.” 

Scott  was  a loyal  Scotchman — and  while  the  skill  of  his 
pencil  and  the  elegance  of  his  composition,  would  win  the  ad- 
miration of  the  scholar,  the  nationality  of  his  feelings  and  his 
ambition,  assured  the  devoted  worship  of  the  appreciating 
masses  of  his  countrymen.  He  was  indeed  the  tutelary  genius 
of  Scotland,  guarding  with  flaming  sword  and  vestal  vigilance, 
the  beauty  of  her  heritage  and  the  promise  of  her  days. 
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Breathing  over  her  placid  lakes  and  quiet  solitudes,  her  scent- 
ed  vales  and  peopled  scenes,  the  imperishable  presence  and 
fascination  of  some  precious  truth,  or  some  exquisite  romance. 
Investing  the  place  of  every  fountain  with  the  mystery  of  a 
touching  legend, — rearing  in  the.  conscious  bosom  of.  every 
grove,  the  honored  shrine  of  a ministering  spirit,  and  making 
the  lowliest  clod  and  the  humblest  turf  sparkle  with  the  dew 
and  divinity  of  heaven.  The  orient  descriptions  of  his  classic 
muse  are  highly  vivid,  natural  and  graphic,  but  the  changing 
scenes  and  actors  of  his  unequaled  romances,  start  into  the  full 
visror  of  life,  radiant  with  the  flush  of  animation  and  the  smiles 
of  universal  love.  His  hurried  delineations  of  the  sunny  face, 
or  clouded  brow  of  all  nature  are  minute,  faultless  and  irre- 
sistible, whether  in  the  repose  of  tranquil  musings,  or  in  the 
tumult  of  discordant  elements.  His  coloring  is  now  delicate 
as  the  purple  hues  of  the  rose — now  grand  as  the  terrible 
frown  of  a highland  storm.  His  chaste  and  brilliant  thoughts, 
are  unclouded  mirrors  reflecting  the  eternal  truth  and  hidden 
wonders  of  a world,  unseen  by  the  “light  of  common  day.” 
His  living  and  significant  words  are  luminous  and  faithful  pic- 
tures, true  to  every  pulsation  of  joy  or  sorrow — to  every  out- 
line and  lineament  of  life,  and  every  spring  and  power  of 
action.  All  his  unnumbered  characters,  distinct  in  spirit  and 
individuality,  from  the  sweet  simplicity  of  Annot  Lyle,  to  the 
rude  and  mysterious  eloquence  of  Meg  Merrilies,  from  the  ter- 
rible agonies  of  Morton,  to  the  heroic  enthusiasm  of  Fergus 
Mac  Ivor,  are  moulded  in  feature  and  proportion,  accurate  to 
the  unchanging  type  of  common  nature — fashioned  from  the 
warm  clay  of  human  earth,  and  quickened  with  the  ennobling 
feelings  of  human  sympathies.  They  rise  up  from  the  calm 
or  troubled  waters  of  the  memory,  like  a vast  company  of  tried 
and  attached  friends,  enhancing  all  the  sports  and  pleasures  of 
summer,  and  unlike  summer  friends,  not  forsaking,  when  the 
bitter  gloom  of  winter  chills  the  lonely  heart.  We  may  take 
them  to  the  unreserved  embrace  of  the  bosom — to  the  kindred 
fellowship  of  the  holiest  musings — to  the  pleasing  retreats  of 
anxious  yearnings,  and  find  in  the  purity  of  their  thoughts  and 

the  elevation  of  their  sentiments,  instruction  and  consolation  ; 
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and  the  frequent  glimpses  of  a happier  future  in  the  prophetic 
visions  of  their  immortal  hopes.  The  humble  and  the  exalted 
personages  that  figure  in  the  mighty  drama  of  his  genius,  and 
people  the  princely  stage  of  his  invention,  from  Waverley  to 
Woodstock,  from  Baillie  Nichol  Jarvie  at  his  toiling  Loom,  to 
Macbrier  in  the  convulsions  of  torture,  speak  the  grateful  and 
vernacular  language  native  to  the  weary  and  scattered  lineage 
of  Adam — clothe  all  the  trials  and  struggles  of  their  mental 
and  moral  being — every  condition  of  present  ills,  or  anticipa- 
ed  good,  and  the  gloom  or  promise  of  their  destiny,  in  the  ge- 
nial and  graceful  apparel  of  humanity’s  divine  and  all  per- 
vading spirit.  They  exemplify  with  persuasive  illustration, 
the  loveliness  of  the  true  and  the  beautiful, — the  pure  and 
peaceful  joys  of  virtue  and  holiness — the  deadly  fruits  of  sin, 
and  the  swift  and  certain  doom  of  guilt;  and  utter  in  the  thril- 
ling energy  of  impassioned  eloquence,  the  sublime  gospel  of 
nature,  and  the  more  sublime  gospel  of  man  ! 

The  unschooled  or  the  cultivated  taste,  that  gleans  nothing 
from  the  luxuriant  harvest  field  of  Scott’s  teeming  romances, 
but  idle  amusement  and  transient  recreation,  is  either  without 
the  inclination,  or  the  capacity  to  comprehend  their  mission, 
or  appreciate  their  worth.  Every  incident  has  its  lesson  of 
wisdom  and  chaiity — and  every  scene  is  instinct  with  the 
spirit  and  teachings  of  some  high  moral  and  some  generous 
sentiment.  But  you  may  say,  surely  these  scenes  and  inci- 
dents, with  all  their  lessons  and  morals,  cannot  be  the  exem- 
plars of  anything  great  or  good,  because  they  are  fictitious  and 
unreal.  They  may  be  fictitious,  but  they  are  not,  therefore, 
unreal  or  untrue.  Man  has  no  power  of  fancy  or  reason,  to 
imagine,  or  create,  that,  which  does  not  find  its  echo  and  foun- 
dation in  the  almost  unlimited  grasp  and  compass  of  his 
wonderfully  and  divinely  constituted  nature.  The  unusual 
exhibitions  of  virtue  and  love,  of  energy  and  power  which  the 
soaring  imagination,  conceives  and  embodies,  in  the  august 
and  animated  forms  of  unaccustomod  sweetness  and  grandeur, 
are  not  the  pompous  pageantry  of  genius,  but  the  bright  and 
beautiful  reflexes  of  the  tender  impulses  and  longing  aspira- 
tions which  are  common  to  the  truest  dignity  and  destiny  of 
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man  ! The  admiration  of  ideal  loveliness  and  the  sympathy 
for  ideal  sorrow,  attest  with  a cloud  of  witnesses,  the  glorious 
truth  and  mournful  reality  of  that  loveliness  and  sorrow — indi- 
cate their  close  and  affianced  kindred  with  the  keenest  sensi- 
bilities and  purest  affections  of  human  nature,  and  show,  too, 
that  the  heaven-born  soul,  which  feels  and  acknowledges  them, 
has  its  home,  in  a better  and  fairer  world ! 

The  living  colors  of  painting — the  breathing  shapes  of  sculp- 
ture, and  the  magnificient  creations  of  romance,  may  indeed  be 
dreams,  visions,  and  shadows.  But  they  are  the  dreams  of  a 
heart  warm  with  the  ardor  of  immortal  love — the  visions  of  a 
spirit  yearning  after  the  fruition  of  higher  good,  and  the  shad- 
ows of  unspeakable  and  eternal  truth  and  beauty  ! The  cold 
face  that  gleams  with  the  flush  of  sympathetic  smiles,  and  the 
rough  frame  that  breaks  into  the  pity  of  melting  tenderness, 
at  the  simple  and  agitating  narration  of  fabricated  fortune,  or 
imaginary  woe,  are  all  the  readier,  in  the  weary  procession  of 
life,  to  brighten  at  another’s  fond  joy,  or  to  bind  up  with  a 
strong  girdle  of  soothing  and  sustaining  compassion  the 
bleeding  wounds  of  some  crushed  heart  and  broken  spirit. 
The  passing  charms  and  tenderness — the  gentle  emotions  and 
lofty  purpose,  which  wear  the  delicate  symmetry  and  subduing 
comeliness  of  woman,  and  whisper  the  story  of  their  divine 
lineage,  in  the  strains  of  her  attuning  voice,  are  genial  as  the 
breath  of  heaven,  and  softer  than  the  tints  that  fret  the  morn- 
ing cloud — a clustering  group  of  beaming  checks  and  throb- 
bing hearts — an  earth-encircling  rain-bow  of  promise  and  love- 
liness. From  the  sad  fate  and  uncomplaining  submission  of 
Effie  Deans — to  the  unwearied  spirit  of  Eveline,  watching 
through  the  lonely  hours  of  the  night  at  the  bedside  of  linger- 
ing anguish.  From  the  surpassing  beauty  and  burning  en- 
thusiasm of  Diana  Vernon,  with  her  longhair  streaming  to  the 
rough  winds  of  the  mountain  storm — to  the  heroic  fortitude 
and  sublime  resignation  of  Rebecca,  the  fair  daughter  of  Is- 
rael’s desolated  house,  sending  up  to  the  listening  ear  of  heav- 
en, from  her  troubled  soul,  in  the  solitude  of  her  gloomy  cell 
as  sublime  hymn,  as  ever  murmured  in  holy  music  from  earthly 
lips ! They  are  the  cherished  images  of  woman’s  pure  love, 
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and  exalted  virtues — the  fair  exemplars  of  her  patient  suffering, 
puissant  energy,  grand  mission  and  glorious  destiny — her 
whose  smile,  and  voice,  and  sympathy  make  home  the  heaven 
of  this  world,  and  life  meet  to  win  the  heaven  of  the  next — her 
who  kneels  at  the  font,  stands  at  the  altar  and  watches  at  the 
grave  : cheering  and  mitigating  the  trials  and  sorrows  of  this 
brief  span  of  years, 

“ Leaving  that  beautiful,  ■which  still  is  so, 

And  making  that  which  is  not.” 

No  books,  in  the  history  of  kindred  literature,  were  ever 
produced  with  such  wonderful  speed,  or  read  with  such  delight 
and  eagerness.  They  multiplied  like  the  leaves  of  the  forest, 
for  the  healing  of  all  nations.  As  star  follows  star,  through 
the  parting  gleams  of  fading  twilight,  and  encircles  with  a 
glittering  host,  the  silent  throne  of  serene  night,  tale  followed 
tale,  and  with  the  radiance  and  glory  of  an  equal  lustre  gath- 
ered, in  a shining  multitude,  around  the  imperial  throne  of  the 
unknown  king  of  romance.  The  popular  and  delightful  ro- 
mances of  the  great  unknown,  were  now  the  house-hold-gods 
of  the  humble  cottage,  and  more  welcome  than  the  face  of  cour- 
tier, at  the  hearth  of  rank  and  royalty.  The  shrouded  myste- 
ry that  hung  over  the  abode  of  their  paternity,  but  the  more  • 
intensely,  excited  and  sharpened  the  taste  and  acclamation, 
that  greeted  and  hailed  their  advent.  It  was  like  the  wild 
flower,  that  springs  up  in  the  untrodden  solitudes  of  the  wilder- 
ness, blooms  and  blossoms,  unseen,  and  sends  upon  the  deli- 
cate wings  of  zephyr  the  delicious  witchery  of  its  perfume  into 
the  distant  habitations  of  man.  Or  like  the  golden  harp  of 
Appollo,  lying  upon  a lonely  rock  in  the  midst  of  the  vast  sea, 
responding  in  enchanting  tones  of  the  most  exquisite  melody, 
to  every  breath  of  heaven,  that  swept  in  tranquil  sport  or 
stormy  grandeur,  across  the  heaving  bosom  of  its  celestial 
cords ! 

"VVaverley,  and  the  renowned  order  of  his  mighty  brother- 
hood, became  the  most  interesting  and  distinguished  palmers 
and  pilgrims  of  the  age,  travelling  with  unresting  feet  and  un- 
subdued devotion,  without  staff  or  scrip,  with  palms  in  their 
hands  and  songs  on  their  lips,  through  the  wastes  of  the  desert 
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and  over  the  terrors  of  the  flood,  far  beyond  the  horizon  of 
their  native  heath,  and  the  domains  of  their  native  tongue. 
And  they  found  the  generous  and  changing  apparel  of  a new 
language  in  every  clime  ; and  upon  every  shore  the  hospitality 
of  shelter  and  the  safety  of  sanctuary.  They  wore  the  flowing 
robes  of  Tuscan  diction  ; or  arrayed  themselves  in  the  elegant 
dialect  of  the  polished  court  of  St.  Germain.  The  peasant 
girl,  sat  down  upon  the  vine-clad  hills  of  the  lovely  and  joyous 
Rhine  and  forgot  the  beauties  of  his  fair  scenery ; and  the 
weariness  of  her  own  toil  in  the  deep  pathos  and  thrilling  in- 
terest, that  pervades  the  melancholy  fate  and  tender  devotion 
of  Amy  Robsart.  The  hardy-  pioneer  of  expanding  civiliza- 
tion, upon  the  remote  banks  of  the  forest-crowned  Mississippi, 
trimmed  his  rude  lamp,  when  night  terminated  the  perils  and 
labors  of  the  day,  to  follow  with  kindred  joy  and  excitement, 
along  his  bold  career,  the  adventurous  fortunes  of  Rob  Roy. 
The  romantic  genius  of  Scott,  seemed  capable  of  exhausting 
everything  but  its  own  immortal  energies ; and  that  genius 
equal  to  any  task,  like  the  wings  of  that  fabled  bird,  required 
no  rest,  and  knew  no  response.  He  throws  the  imperishable 
halo  of  a truer  greatness -and  glory  over  the  proud  dynasty  of 
the  lion-hearted  plantagenet  ; or  bears  in  triumph,  the  glo- 
rious standard  of  the  cross,  through  the  burning  sands  and 
hard  fought  fields  of  Palestine,  to  rescue  from  the  impious 
hand  of  desecration  the  cherished  ruins  of  fallen  man’s  salva- 
tion. Kenilworth  towers  into  a stately  monument  to  the 
splendid  reign  of  power  and  magnificence,  that  rejoiced  and 
expanded  beneath  the  royal  and  unwomanly  smile  of  Elizabeth. 
The  Abbot  scatters  with  equal  fondness,  truth  and  charity, 
upon  the  green  and  untimely  grave  of  her  devoted  victim,  the 
unfortunate  Mary  of  Scotland,  the  beauty  and  fragrance  of 
unfading  verdure — her  whose  life  and  loveliness  were  like  some 
wild  and  romantic  brook,  meandering  gracefully  in  murmurs 
of  measured  cadence,  through  the  fairest  and  darkest  scenes  of 
nature,  sparkling  in  sunshine,  or  clouded  in  gloom,  yet  flowing 
beautifully  on,  in  gladness  or  sorrow,  till  at  last,  it  sinks  at 
noontide,  with  all  its  brightness  and  all  its  music,  into  some 
yawning  chasm,  and  is  lost  for  ever  ! 

The  wonderful  lamp  of  this  Alladeen  of  romance  burned 
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still  on,  with,  unabated  magic  and  unwaning  brilliancy.  He 
was  lord,  supreme,  of  an  empire,  loyal  and  superb.  His 
storied  and  picturesque  lands  stretched  almost  as  far  as  the 
fondest  hope  of  ambition ; embellished  and  gladdened  with 
frequent  cottages  of  warm  friends,  endeared  companions,  and 
devoted  retainers, — and  the  majestic  pile  of  Abbotsford,  in 
grand  proportions  and  tasteful  architecture,  rose  in  faultless 
splendor  to  meet  the  sun  in  his  coming,  or  re-echo  the  last, 
dying  notes  of  evening’s  vesper  hymn.  His  home  was  more 
dear,  joyous,  and  happy  than  ever.  The  fond  voice  and  gentle 
sympathy  of  his  early  love,  still  charmed  and  cheered  the  wide 
prospect — and  the  tenderness  and  affection  of  a lovely  offspring 
brightened  his  hearth,  and  enhanced  the  possessions  of  fame 
and  affluence.  This  venerated  spot  was  the  mighty  shrine  to 
whose  devotion  the  journeying  world  was  thronging  in  dense 
procession,  measuring  with  light  and  equal  step,  the  rapid 
flight  of  each  passing  hour,  and  moving  to  the  daily  worship 
of  its  beneficent  spirit,  beautified  each  morning’s  glad  return 
with  lavish  offerings  of  fresh  flowers,  votive  chaplets,  and 
anointed  incense. 

Kings  and  princes  felt  proud  in  the  simplicity  of  his  com- 
panionship, and  the  peasant  and  illiterate  were  familiar  with  his 
name.  The  most  learned  and  distinguished  men  of  the  age — 
the  ornaments  of  every  science,  and  of  every  art,  flocked  to 
the  princely  mansion  of  Abbotsford,  to  share  the  hospitalities 
of  its  generous  board,  and  to  commune  with  the  genius  of  its 
more  princely  lord  ! Fortune  and  glory  were  equally  bounti- 
ful and  generous.  No  cloud  was  in  the  sky — no  thorn  marred 
the  freshness  of  his  laurel — no  rival  haunted  his  dreams  or 
embittered  his  cup — no  [competitor  disputed  the  supreme  sov- 
ereignty of  his  sceptre.  None  could  break  the  spell,  or  disturb 
the  enchantment  of  his  realm  ! The  acknowledged  monarch 
of  the  peaceful  and  splendid  empire  of  romance,  he  reposed  in 
the  conscious  security  of  affection  and  allegiance,  high  among 
the  clouds  of  Olympus,  where  even  the  eagle-wing  of  Byron 
could  never  soar,  and  where  the  terrible  energy  of  his  arm  was 
powerless  in  combat.  In  robust  manhood,  he  had  the  “ ac- 
companiments of  old  age,  faith,  love,  obedience  and  troops  of 


friends.”  The  iron  of  his  constitution  vras  still  unrusted,  and 
the  vigor  of  his  intellect  unbroken.  From  labor  he  rose  un- 
wearied, and  from  composition  unexhausted.  Like  the  return- 
ing seasons,  he  blessed  and  ornamented  the  earth  with  the 
opening  blossoms  of  spring  and  the  yellow  fruits  of  autumn, 
and  scarcely  less  spontaneously,  or  less  luxuriantly.  IIow 
tranquil  now,  and  fair  the  scene ! IIi3  onward  course  of  hon- 
or and  fortune  was  like  the  unruffled  waters  of  his  own  quiet 
mountain  lake,  bright,  serene  and  joyous.  If  its  calm  surface 
wore  a ripple,  it  was  stirred  into  motion  by  the  breath  of  fame 
— if  its  clear  bosom  knew  a shadow,  it  was  cast  by  the  stupen- 
dous temple,  dedicated  to  his  own  earthly  greatness  ! 

But  another  change  came  over  the  spirit  of  this  dream.  The 
commercial  houses  with  which  Scott  had  formed  a partnership, 
for  the  publication  of  his  works,  failed,  and  his  fortunes  and 
indeed  the  resources  of  his  wealth,  went  down  together  in  a 
fearful  crash.  But  standing  amid  the  fragments  of  his  for- 
tune and  renown, — the  crumbling  ruins  of  his  crushed  hopes 
and  blasted  anticipations,  he  was  far  greater  than  the  Roman 
Consul,  weeping  among  the  broken  columns  and  departed 
glory  of  Carthage.  He  breathed  upon  the  wide  waste  of  drea- 
ry desolation,  till  it  smiled  again  ; but  it  was  the  ghastly  smile 
of  decay  and  despair.  He  rose  up  from  this  stunning  blow, 
disheartened,  but  not  crushed,  and  resolved  with  an  unalterable 
purpose,  if  mortal  strength  could  accomplish  the  difficult  task, 
to  retrieve  his  fallen  fortunes,  and  to  win  back  the  lost  possession 
of  the  halls  he  had  built  and  the  domains  he  had  planted.  He 
roused  his  shattered  energies  to  their  utmost  tension,  and 
Sampson  walked  not  forth  with  a firmer  step,  bearing  the  pon- 
derous gates  of  Gaza,  than  he  with  the  accumulating  burthen 
of  disaster  and  disappointment,  on  his  brawny  shoulders,  strode 
into  the  crowded  arena  to  do  battle  again.  Once  more 

“ A light  on  Marmion’s  visage  spread 
And  fired  his  glazing  eye, 

With  dying  hand  above  his  head, 

He  shook  the  fragment  of  his  blade, 

And  shouted  ‘ victory.’  ” 

And  could  the  strong  man,  in  his  war-harness,  win  the  vic- 
tory ? Could  iron  will,  robust  energy  and  anointed  genius, 


24 


bring  back  to  that  lordly  mansion  of  gloom  and  lamentation, 
the  light  and  presence  of  peace,  joy,  and  happiness,  or  build 
over  its  pride  and  pomp  another  arching  sky  of  hope,  promise 
and  cloudless  splendor?  Alas  no — never — never  ! Multi- 

plying trials,  cares,  troubles,  misfortunes  and  rapidly  declining 
health,  interrupted  the  labors  of  his  study,  and  dimmed  the  fires 
of  his  inspiration.  Domestic  grief  and  paternal  sorrows  thick- 
ened darkly  around  him.  His  wife,  the  tender  companion  of 
so  many  fond  years  of  love  and  happiness  sickened — the  deli- 
cate tendrils  of  her  stricken  heart  broke,  one  by  one,  till  calm- 
ly and  brightly,  as  the  sunbeam  falls  upon  the  frozen  cloud, 
she  sank  down  to  the  cold  embrace  of  the  narrow  and  silent 
grave.  Ilis  children,  the  unchanging  felicity  of  his  prosperi- 
ty, and  now  the  solace  of  his  overwhelming  calamities,  were 
gone — his  house  was  dark  and  voiceless — his  hearth  forsaken — 
his  home  a desert, — his  heart  a desolation.  And  soon  he 
departed,  with  a world  of  sweet  and  bitter  memories,  from 
these  gloomy  objects  and  darkened  recollections,  into  an  exile 
of  unavailing  pursuit  of  health,  and  recreation.  The  far  lands 
of  renown,  that  echoed  his  unelastic  step — the  unblemished 
scenes  that  sprang  in  loveliness  to  his  vision  ; the  ruins  of 
Pompeii — the  grandeur  of  the  Coliseum,  and  the  revelries  of 
the  Neapolitan  carnival,  were  all  alike  unable  to  relume  his 
glimmering  eye,  or  rekindle  the  lamp  of  his  wasting  spirit. 
From  the  gaze  of  pity  and  admiration — from  the  sympathy 
and  blandishments,  vrakened  into  their  most  tender  offices,  by 
the  melancholy  of  his  woe,  and  the  distinction  of  his  untarnish- 
ed name — from  the  sparkling  cup  of  the  festive  board,  and  the 
honors,  ovations,  and  kingly  hospitalities  of  his  cheerless  jour- 
ney: he  turned  gladly  away  to  the  blue  hills  and  mountain 
streams  of  his  own  dear,  native  land,  of  kindred  ties,  and  cher. 
ished  graves,  and  the  constant  prayer  of  his  soul  yearned  again 
for  the  mournful  joy  of  their  familiar  presence  and  sacred 
companionship.  He  turned  homeward  his  wandering  steps, 
for  in  his  own  striking  language  the  “plough  was  nearing  the 
end  of  the  furrow.”  And  as  he  descended  the  vale  of  the 
Gala,  when  his  own  towers  in  the  distance  burst  upon  his  fee- 
ble sight,  bringing  the  endeared  memory  of  other  days,  a tran- 


sient  smile  came  over  the  dull  sadness  of  his  face,  and  a “cry 
oi  delight  broke  from  the  silence  of  his  quivering  lips.  But 
the  great  Poet,  Novelist,  Historian,  and  the  good  and  virtuous 
Man,  was  not  altogether  unfortunate,  in  the  last  hours  of  earth 
and  the  last  struggles  of  expiring  life.  He  died,  not  as  Ilomer 

and  Milton,  in  the  silent  anguish  of  blindness  and  neglect 

not  as  Dante  in  the  cruel  banishment  of  an  unworthy  and  un- 
giateful  country  not  as  Byron  in  a strange  land,  with  no 
loved  voice  to  whisper  comfort  in  the  bitter  agonies  of  torture 
and  despair,-  nor  as  Collins,  in  the  almost  friendless  misery 
and  destitution  of  poverty  and  madness.  But  he  lay  down 
and  “wrapped  the  drapery  of  his  couch  about  him”  in  the 
tranquil  bosom  of  his  early  and  honored  home  ; in  the  chamber 
he  had  reared,  and  adorned  with  the  remembrance  of  an  an- 
cient and  distinguished  ancestry— amid  the  beauty,  romance 
and  magnificence  of  a scenery  that  had  delighted  and  inspired 
lus  existence,  and  which  had  in  turn  been  immortalized  by  his  own 
genius.  Surrounded  by  the  tried  friends  and  genial  compan- 
ions of  his  manhood  and  fortune,  and  the  imperishable  associa- 
tions of  a bountiful  charity,  an  unsullied  name,  and  most  dis- 
tinguished reputation.  Around  him  were  the  green  leaves  and 
perfume  of  the  rose  his  buried  love  had  planted,  and  the  soft 
accents  and  freshness  of  the  low  winds,  that  had  soothed  the 
gentle  parting  of  her  spirit.  With  the  serene  sun-light  of  his 
native  skies  resting  on  his  more  serene  brow,  and  the  ripplino- 
waves  of  Ins  dearly  loved  Tweed  murmuring  in  passing  music 
their  fond  requiem  to  his  dying  ear.  And  with  all  his  children, 
humbly  kneeling  around  his  bed,  in  the  sorrow  and  holiness  of 
earnest  and  confiding  prayer,  his  mighty  heart  broke  : and  its 
pure  and  immortal  intelligences,  swelled  beyond  the  measure 
of  their  earthly  tenements,  to  wing  their  rapid  way  from  this 
sad  and  weary  life,  to  the  calm  repose  of  some  lovelier  rest ; 
and  Walter  Scott  sank  down  to  the  quiet  sleep  of  an  honored 
grave,  a cherished  memory,  and  a deathless  fame— 

“ And  now  ’tis  silent  all,  enchanter  fare  thee  well.” 
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